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A Misguided Poet 

bird's "song of triumph and unwisdom" suggests Antinous 
to him. And he actually calls his sweetheart "love," begin- 
ning his ode To Lucrezia with these moving lines : 

Pause we within the sunset, love. 

Rare is such time, so lovely and so passionless — 

And sweeter far than when the proud gold morning 

Withers the dew with scorn and in his youth. 

Pause here and let me speak 

As lover never spoke to his beloved. 

Surely the last line is true, but the poet should not make a 
merit of it. 

I have dwelt at some length upon this book, because it 
represents certain tendencies which the modern poet should 
avoid with every fibre of his being and every effort of his art. 
Mr. Percy is manifestly a student, and he thinks, like some 
of his readers and reviewers, that poetry can be made out of 
old familiar devices — a special jargon, an involved and in- 
verted style, ancient myths and heroes, etc. The result is a 
smothering of whatever inspiration he started out with — an 
absolutely artificial product, with neither simplicity, sincerity 
nor emotion, three qualities indispensable in poetry. H. M. 

AVENGED 

The Flower from the Ashes, and Other Verse, by Edith M. 

Thomas. Thos. B. Mosher. 
The White Messenger, and Other War Poems, by Edith M. 

Thomas. Richard G. Badger. 

These books remind me of an evening in 1909, when I 
read in Harper's Weekly Miss Thomas' centenary article 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

on Poe, in which she proved to her entire satisfaction that 
Poe was no poet. I did not care what the lady thought, or 
proved, or thought she proved, but there was something in 
the spirit of that article — as of a lash wielded by the grim 
ghost of that cold New England respectability which had 
pursued Poe throughout his life, and which now tactfully 
seized upon his hundredth birthday to stamp on his laurelled 
grave — something which made me vow, like the youthful 
Hannibal, eternal enmity. 

So I am not quite sure of being free from prejudice when 
I find it impossible to read these books. I dip in here and 
there and find respectability still protecting dulness. Poe 
is avenged. H. M. 

CHILD VERSE FOR GROWN-UPS 

Songs of a Baby's Day, by Frances Shaw, with illustrations 

by Sylvia Shaw. A. C. McClurg & Co. 

To the readers of Poetry who have known the appeal of 
Mrs. Shaw's work, and to everyone else, this rare little book 
should come as a delight. The suggestion of music with 
which it opens gives us at once the receptive mood. Its con- 
tents have sung themselves naturally and poetically from the 
mother-instinct. The language is not that of an infant, for 
an infant is "with no language but a cry" ; nor may an infant 
be said to think. These songs are rather an interpretation of 
the feel of a baby-in-arms, and this feel has been expressed 
by Mrs. Shaw more truly than I have seen it expressed be- 
fore. The poet's mood is one of delicate humor, with a light 
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